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feel defrauded of her rights by this exclusion. It hurt some-
thing in her that lay deeper than mere sex-instinct. It was
treating her like a prostitute! Of course, she took no interest
in his work. Why should she ? But that he should have delib-
erately kept her out of this intimate side of his life, that he
should have deliberately said to himself: "I won't have her in
my attic!"—this was something far worse than just kissing,
or whatever it was.
While all this bitterness surged up in her, D. was carrying
the thing off with cold-blooded aplomb. In some odd way her
contempt for Nance's "chatter" had staved off the outburst
that she felt sure he had expected. She caught him looking at
her, as she struggled with herself, her bosom swelling under
her tight bodice, with puzzled astonishment. How little he
knew her! Did he think that to have caught him kissing Nance,
or letting Nance kiss him, would make her make a scene, like
a vulgar wife? She would show him! If she couldn't chatter
like Nance, she could hold her tongue and crush people by her
dignity.
She said scarce anything—she couldn't trust herself to say
anything—but she sank down on the chair he pulled over to
the fire, letting her discomforted rival swing her legs awkwardly
from its arm as she went on with her purring cajoleries. What
was it about this soft feminine body as it leant over her, pre-
tending to appraise the stuff of her blue suit, that made her
feel sure she had interrupted something between them?
"No, I'm not going to bear it any longer. He'll have to give
up this place, and find somewhere where we can live properly,
or I've done with him. He can have Lovie, but I'll have my
life."
"No, my dear, I'm glad to give it back to him, tell him,"
D. was now saying to Nance.
"Are you listening, Wizz?" he added, turning to her.
"Nance and I are worried about my father. Dumbell and
Fuzzy-wuzzy—isn't that a good name for the minx?—ap-
peared last night, and they're sleeping in old Wye's room
while he sleeps in the studio. They have driven my father
distracted—it seems they're going to chuck him. His last arti-
cles have been too much for them. Nance simply doesn't know
what's going to happen. Do you see that?" And he pointed to
a roundish object rolled up in brown paper that lay in the

